EXTREMES MEET

were half a dozen cypher telegrams he had found waiting
for him at the Legation. The driver perceiving through
gummy eyes that somebody of importance waited for his
services showed his appreciation of the honour by jumping
out of the vehicle and jerking up the head of his wretched
horse, at the same time catching it a blow under the mouth
with his clenched fist Waterlow swore at him in his
own language, and thereby broke a second rule, which
was never to let anybody know how fluently he spoke
the language of this country. He had sunk down in the
corner seat previously occupied by the driver ; but the
cushions of that half of the carriage which had been full
in the sun scorched his hand, and, recoiling from them
just as the driver turned round on the box to ask where
he must drive him, Waterlow was taken unaware and
gave his correct address. This broke a third rule. Not
that it mattered, for the address he had given was one well-
known to the local authorities. He had other addresses
which he hoped were secret. Still, it was breaking a rule*
and it was a sign how much this heat was affecting him,
he thought, as the horse set out at a miserable trot along
the wide blazing boulevard. There was a reek in his
nostrils of sweaty harness ; dusty flames seemed to sweep
up from the roadway and sear his face as they jogged on ;
the sun striking on the driver's frowzy back, to which the
flies clung with a voluptuous flatness, was given off
again with an added must of heat, Waterlow removed
his smoked spectacles to wipe them and shrank from the
splinters of light that assailed his eyes. Why had that
fool of a driver ever allowed the hood to fold itself up
and make such an oven of his vehicle ? Because he was
rotted by the sun like everybody and everything else in
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